TO THE RIVER VILLAGER
|T is well for you to be
1 An earshot neighbour of the sea.
Perhaps at tune of morning, star
You know how flood-tide and young breeze,
Savouf ly, freshly, by the bar
Creep up and wash the village quays, And swing s,ome unhaspedflap ajar, And start a swishing in the trees.
Then the brown sails run free up-tide "^ And take up moorings, hull by hull, With creaking blocks and chains aslide.
And as the sky becomes more full Of gold, and spreads an highway wide Across the sea-salt ruffled pool,
You know how good it is to be An earshot neighbour of the sea.